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No One Knows 


Author's Notes: 
Just a short little story. Possibly part of a trilogy, we shall see. 


Nick's patience was worn through. 


He had been knocking at Mark's hotel room door for the past five minutes and had yet to get a response of 
any sort. No ‘go away’, no ‘just a second’, no footsteps, no nothing. If he'd suspected for a second that Mark 
wasn't in, he would have left a note slipped under the crack of the door, but he knew for a fact that Mark 
was in. Mark hadn't left his room for a good three days now, ordering up room service, crying off interviews, 
pretending that he didn’t exist. Everyone else was worried about him. Nick was sick of it. 


"Mark!" he called No response. He shook his head, pulled out a credit card, and set to work on the door. It was 
an old fashioned lock, not particularly effective at keeping out anyone who was even somewhat determined to 


get in. The lock popped and the door swung open. 


Humidity slapped Nick across the face, and he gagged a little, sticking his head into the room. It was like a damp 


furnace, stiflingly hot and hideously sticky. It was what he imagined the inside of an asshole must feel like. 
Smelled about the same, too. His brow creased in worry as he stepped inside. What the fuck had Mark been 
doing in here? The door clicked shut behind him, and still there was no sign of life within the room. 


"Mark?" Silence. Nick crossed the room and yanked the window down, flicked on the ancient AC machine. It 


rattled to life, belching putrid warm air into his face, and he drew back. "Christ, what the fuck?" 
"Turn that off" 


"Mark?" Nick turned, eyes searching the dimness around the bed. A pile of shadow moved and Mark's deep-set 
eyes regarded him dispassionately. "It's fucking stifling in here, man What the fuck are you doing?" 


"Suffering." 


Nick chose to ignore the melodramatic statement and crossed the room to sit down on the floor next to Mark. 
They stared at each other for what seemed like at least fifteen minutes, neither willing to give ground. Mark 
finally caved, glancing down to find his pack of cigarettes. Nick followed his gaze and saw that Mark had an 
erection, but he didn't say anything. Mark offered a cigarette to Nick, who accepted with a nod, and the two of 
them smoked in something approaching companionable silence. As he ground his cigarette butt into an old glass 


ashtray, Nick spoke. 
"You've been moping for three days now. What's up?" 


A haze of smoke hung between them, blue and curling in the dim light. Behind its veil, the harsh angles of 
Mark's face softened and he looked ten years younger, almost beautiful. 


"The divorce is final today," he answered. His speaking voice was almost indistinguishable from his singing voice, 


low and gravelled, melodic. Hypnotizing. Nick stared at him, unsure of what to say. 
"You want me to go buy us some liquor?" 


"No." Mark smiled, though, which Nick took as a victory. "I just want to be alone. | want to think about it. 


Where | went wrong." 


"You didn't go wrong," Nick protested, face twisting into a scowl. "She was a fucking bitch, man. You know she 
was." Mark shrugged his narrow shoulders and they flashed white, and for the first time since he'd entered 
the room, Nick realized that Mark wasn't wearing a shirt. It was such an uncommon occurance that he couldn't 
help staring just a little, noting the graceful sweep of Mark's collarbone, the flat planes of his chest. Poor son 


of a bitch was skinny as a scarecrow. 


"IFs just hard" It seemed like there was more he wanted to say, so Nick held his tongue. Mark's face twisted, 
lips opening and shutting, brows knotting in a rare moment of ineloquence. "Its hard when things are over. | 


don't know how to let go. Even though it's been fucking finished, it's official now. That changes it." 


Nick understood. He leaned close, put an arm around Mark's shoulders. Mark resisted for a moment, then 
leaned against him with a sigh. Nick inhaled slowly; he smelled like cigarettes and sweat and nightmares. Poor, 
poor motherfucker. But it was all good. Nick would make it good. 


He bore Mark to the floor easily enough. Mark murmured protests that meant nothing, and as soon as his 
head was pillowed on Nick's arm the flow of words cut off. He stared up, arched his back, whispered 
encouragement into Nick's ear. Loving words, hungry words, the sorts of things that he knew Nick wanted to 
hear. Yes and please and right there, Nick, god intercut with breathless moans, hushed sighs. Nick's fingers 
trailed down his ribcage and rested on the waist of his jeans. They stared at each other, then Mark lifted his 
hips off the ground and Nick peeled the jeans off. They landed somewhere behind him, joined a few seconds 
later by his own clothes. 


Mark was perfect underneath him, feverish and skinny, twisting up so that his hipbones dug hard into Nick's 
abdomen He kept his eyes open the entire time, hands held above his head, letting Nick do all the work. It 
suited Nick just fine; one of the things he loved best about Mark was how sweetly passive he could be. So 
obliging, so willing to accept every little touch, even when Nick's hands turned rough. Even when Nick's hands 
pinched and scratched and struck, as they did now, leaving marks and bruises all along the length of Mark's 
torso. He arched into the pain, drinking it up, staring at Nick's face with that same cold control. It drove Nick 
wild. 


Mark produced lube without having to be asked for it. Nick supposed he'd been waiting on someone to come in 
to see him. If it had been Josh, he doubted Mark would have behaved any differently, and the thought spurred 
him to greater acts of sadism. He pinched Mark's balls, wrapped his fingers around them and squeezed. Mark 
rewarded him with a wheezing gasp, his prick dripping precome onto his hollow belly. Nick's face twisted as he 
leaned over Mark, slick fingers shoving inside him, two at first and then a third following close after. Mark 
moaned, squeezing his eyes shut finally, and Nick knew that he had him again. Mark was his, no one else's. 


His fingers crooked and teased and Mark screamed, scrabbling against the floor. This was what kept Nick 
coming back for more, this moment when Mark lost all control of himself. It was the only time Nick ever got 
to see it, and he fucking lived for it. His prick dug hard into the back of Mark's thigh and they twisted 
awkwardly on the floor, Mark trying to gain leverage to thrust upwards and Nick taking great delight in keeping 
him pinned to the cheap, filthy carpet. Mark keened in his throat and Nick, unable to refuse such an eloquent 
request, ripped his fingers out and gripped Mark hard by the hips. Mark's eyes flew open and they stared at 
each other, panting and sweaty and desperate, and then Nick slammed in and Mark's head slammed back and 
they twisted together, trembling on the edge of losing control. 


Nick moved first, drawing out and pushing in, eyes glazed as he stared down at Mark's face, relishing the way 
that it contorted in both pleasure and pain, need and hate. His hips pistoned in and out, grinding Mark against 
rough carpet. He took it so well, biting his lips and thrashing his head but never once trying to pull away, never 
using his legs to force Nick back, never crying that it was too hard or too fast. There was something beautiful 
in Mark, something that made him take whatever Nick had to give him, something that made Nick need him. 


They writhed on the floor, silent except for the sound of their breathing, harsh arrythmic panting that 
matched and complimented the banging of the broken air conditioner. Nick's nails dug into Mark's hips, jerked 
him down hard, fucking him deeper than he ever had before. Mark took it all without a single cry, arms and 
legs locked tight around Nick's body, hips slamming up with a desperation that far surpassed Nick's own. Harder 
and harder, faster and faster, and just when Nick was sure Mark was about to snap in two or fly into a 
thousand pieces, Mark arched taut as a bowstring. Nick slammed in hard, hilting himself in Mark's ass, and 


closed his eyes in anticipation 


Mark didn't disappoint. With a howl that would have shattered crystal, he arched up off the ground, fucking his 
hips against Nick. His nails snapped against the carpet as his fingers curled into claws, blood seeping out, 
painting bright strokes on Nick's back as Mark struggled towards his climax. He twitched and tightened around 
Nick's cock and Nick's eyes rolled back in his head, his own orgasm hovering just behind his teeth, waiting to 
explode. Then Mark clenched around him, screaming and kicking and sobbing, and Nick gave a gutteral snarl and 


jerked his hips. Once, twice, and he was undone, spilling himself deep inside Mark, claiming and spoiling him for 


the rest of the night. 


They disentangled slowly, refusing to look at each other. Mark pulled another cigarette out of the pack and lit 
it, then held the pack out mutely. Nick accepted, lighting his cigarette off the cherry of Mark's, and the two of 


them smoked in silence once again. This time, it was Mark who spoke as he snubbed his cigarette out. 


"Happy divorce, | guess." 


"Yeah." They stared at each other, then Nick leaned in close and kissed Mark gently. When he pulled back, there 
was a new light in Mark's eyes. "You know my room number?" Mark nodded as Nick stood, grabbed his clothes. 


"You come get me if you need anything." 


He left Mark there in his stifling hotel room with the air conditioner banging away uselessly, and before he 
was halfway down the hall, a door opened and closed quietly behind him. Smiling, Nick ducked into his own room 
and locked the door. Let Mark wait a little. It would do him good. 


